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Fear of the Dark 


Author's Notes: 
IM FINALLY BACK!!! I'm so sorry | haven't posted in forever, but I'm working on a new multi-chapter now. To 


tide you all over for now, here's a one shot. Enjoyl! :) 


The pounding of the rain on the roof of the Metallimansion was nearly loud enough to drown out the sound of 
Black Sabbath that blared from James and Lars’ bedroom. The music had once filled the house, but was now 


barely audible as the thunderstorm seemed to get even worse. Three quarters of Metallica now sat waiting on 


the return of the fourth. 


"Cliff, where did Lars have to go, anyway?" James asked. He sounded worried, and looked even more worried. 
The blonde had his long legs hugged against his chest and his eyes drifted to the window at least once every 


few seconds. 


Cliff, of course, was James' polar opposite, never losing his perpetual chill. He gave a shrug. "He said he was 
gonna go get groceries or some shit that only Lars would do. | dunno. Don't worry about it, buddy. He'll be back 


soon," he replied. Something about him was always really calming; his voice was almost therapeutic to James. 


Kirk was curled up in the corner in a chair, a horror magazine covering his face. Only a mountain of curly, 
black hair was visible. The other two found it slightly startling when he added, "Lars just went to get a box of 
Pop Tarts. He really loves that shit and I'm not sure why. | don't think they have those in Denmark." 


"They don't," Cliff said with a slight chuckle. "I introduced him the other day. Good quick fix when you have the 


munchies." 


James didn't really have anything to contribute when the conversation turned to pot, and Kirk just flat out 
wasn't listening. So the room stayed silent. As far as talking went, at least, between the tape blaring from 
another room and the thunder and the pouring rain, it was actually pretty loud. 


Speaking of loud, Lars had finally arrived back home, soaking wet and relentlessly angry about it. He was 
clutching a soggy cardboard box in one hand and his broken umbrella in the other. "How the fuck did it go from 
beautiful and warm outside to, like, the fucking apocalypse in just twenty minutes?" 


Water dripped from Lars' hair and his clothes clung tight to his body. His filthy old sneakers somehow managed 
to get even muddier and his umbrella had all but fallen apart due to the wind. To top it all off, Lars wore an 
expression of complete rage; on his tiny frame, the look was anything but intimidating. James found an amused 


smile forming on his lips. 
| see you, James! It's not funny!" he yelled, stomping over with the ruined umbrella raised like a weapon 


"Whoa, squirt, | don't want any trouble. Fuckin’ look at yourself. You're like a drowned rat" James let out a 


slight giggle, not scared enough to move. 


The umbrella came down in an instant, landing directly against the taller boy's arm. James shot up, yelling in 


pain and shock. "Hey, what was that for?" 
"You think | was kidding? Well, I'm not!" Lars yelled, delivering another hard smack directly to James’ ass. 


James shot forward immediately, both hands flying to cover the sensitive spot. "You're fucking crazy!" he 
yelled. He knew that Lars would chase him before he even started running. 


‘Im only crazy because you drove me there!" Lars kept swinging the umbrella wildly, running after James all 


through the house. 


In the living room, Kirk finally put his magazine down. "I really wonder about those two sometimes," he 
commented with a sigh. They came barreling down the hallway seconds later, only now, James had somehow 
taken control of the broken umbrella His laugh sounded almost maniacal as he landed a hard smack on Lars' 


rear, returning the favor of a few minutes earlier. 


"James, stop! l'm sorry | hit youl" Lars’ voice was almost squeaky. 


Another smack could be heard from the kitchen. "Doesn't matter, squirt. Its my turn to get revenge and-" 


With a loud crack of thunder and a huge flash, the light disappeared from the house. The umbrella clattered to 
the floor. Cliff put out his joint. 


"Ah, shit," the oldest boy said softly. "No power means no Sabbath." 


Two pairs of footsteps came quickly from the kitchen. They were quick and a little bit nervous. From what Kirk 


could make out, James seemed to be clutching Lars‘ arm. 

"Well, now what are we supposed to do?" Lars asked. 

Kirk stood from his chair with a grin that he knew none of the others could see, but it was apparent in his 
voice. "Well, since we can't really go anywhere, there's not much we can do. But | have a few flashlights. And | 
also have a few creepy stories, for anyone interested." 


"No. No way," James said. There was a strange stubbornness in his voice. 


"What's the matter, James? Scared of a few little stories?" Cliff laughed at his obviously-scared friend. Kirk 


and Lars snickered, which earned Lars an elbow in the ribs from James. 
‘I'm not afraid, that just sounds stupid," James protested. He was adamant that he was not scared. 


"Oh, come on. What else are we going to do? We can't listen to music, we can't watch TV, there's no way we 
could concentrate enough to work on songs, and | don't think it's safe to go out anywhere, so what does that 
leave us?" Kirk asked. If he knew James, which he was pretty sure he did, it wouldn't take much to make him 


crack. 


Kirk's point was proven after only a few seconds of quiet, grumbly contemplation. "Yeah, fine. Whatever. Just 
tell your stupid ghost stories and get it over with," James said reluctantly. 


His compliance was met with a few small cheers as Kirk rose from his spot in the chair. "Great! l'm going to 


go get a few flashlights and a blanket" 


"And l'm going to put on some clothes that aren't soaking wet," Lars added. There was a distinct squeak in his 
step, thanks to his soaked sneakers. 


This left only James and Cliff. "Why're you standing in the doorway, dude? Relax. Kirk's stupid stories can't 
possibly bug you that much. | mean, the dude starts to cry at the sight of a stray dog. You can definitely 
handle anything he comes up with." 


Cliff felt the couch sink in a little as James took a seat on the opposite end. "Yeah, but he likes some fucked up 


shit. And, um, Cliff.could you keep a secret?" 
“Sure thing, man." 
‘Im, y'know, a little bit scared of the dark." 


Although it took some effort to suppress the urge to tease his friend, Cliff simply said, "Oh. Well that's just 


common sense. Everyone's a little scared of the dark." 


With the small amount of dim light left, Cliff could make out James’ smile. "Thanks," he said softly, just as Kirk 
returned with an armful of blankets and two flashlights. 


Kirk plopped down on the floor, pulling one of the big blankets around his shoulders. He shined a flashlight at 
the two on the couch. "What are you guys doing? You can't tell a proper scary story unless we're sitting in a 
circle!" The grin on Kirk's face said it all; whatever he was about to tell them was super fucked. 


Both James and Cliff moved reluctantly to the floor, though for different reasons; Cliff didn't want to move 
because he had been pretty comfortable and James didn't want to move because it only made the imminent 


scary stories feel even more real. Kirk tossed James a flashlight, which he happily turned on, shining it all over 


the room until he heard footsteps from the hallway. He turned the flashlight to Lars then 


"What, are you trying to blind me or something?" Lars said. He squinted his eyes as he made his way over and 
into their little circle. James wouldn't say it, but he was relieved when the smaller boy sat close to him. He 
was far too stubborn to admit that Lars' presence made him feel much safer. Kirk tossed Lars the other 
blanket, which he happily pulled around his shoulders. He sighed with content. "Okay, let's do it. What have you 
got, Kirk?" 


After a few short seconds of contemplation, Kirk said, "How about we start off easy?" After a few nods of 
agreement, Kirk continued. "Okay, so | first heard this story when | was in Chicago a few years ago with one of 
my friends that lives there. We were just driving down this pretty abandoned-looking road a little bit outside 
of the city, pretty late at night. That was when he told me the story of the ghost that haunts the area 


Resurrection Mary" 


As Kirk took a look around at his three friends, he saw three comically different expressions: Lars, fascinated 


and leaning in, Cliff, barely paying attention, and James, curled into a ball and unnaturally nervous. 


"So, the story goes that a girl named Mary went out dancing one night with her boyfriend. She eventually got 
into a fight with him and left, though, and had to walk home. It was during this time that she was killed in a hit 


and run" Kirk paused for effect, taking another glance around at his bandmates. 


Its said that Mary's ghost will stand outside of Resurrection Cemetery waiting for a ride, like a hitchhiker. 
She's always wearing a new white dress, and she has blonde hair, and she's really pretty. And she'll get in the 
car if you stop for her. But before you can get to her stop, she's gone." 


Again, Kirk looked around at his friends. Their expressions were mostly the same. "So who is this Mary chick, 
anyway?" Lars asked. 


"No one knows her real identity, but there's this one girl that they think it is. | cant remember her full name, 
but you get the idea," Kirk replied. 


The storm continued outside, and James just wished it would go away. Even that lame story was giving him 
the creeps. He didn't even believe in ghosts, but something about it was messing him up. He tried to pull his 
legs up closer to his chest but realized that he was already completely curled up. He shivered. "Lars, share 


the blanket," he whispered. 


A sigh of irritation came from the burrito-wrapped boy next to him as he pulled half of the blanket loose and 
threw it to James. "You're gonna have to sit closer if we're sharing. It isn't that big," he mumbled. James 


happily obliged, pulling the blanket around himself and scooting close to Lars. 


Quiet as usual, Cliff watched the scene unfold with mild amusement. Poor James really was freaked out, 
enough that he would offer to cuddle with the guy he sometimes called "that bratty little European asshat". 
He also realized that this whole scary story idea wasn't all it was cracked up to be and he was a little bored. 
He supposed it was time to smoke the rest of his joint from earlier. Kirk happily took a few hits when he 
realized what Cliff had. 


After his short pot break, Kirk turned his flashlight back on and held it underneath his chin like the counselors 
at Cliff's old summer camp used to do when they told scary stories. Not much had changed, he realized. Still 
smoked when he got bored, only now he didn't have to hide it. 

| have something a little scarier now, if you guys are interested," Kirk said mischievously. His eyebrows were 
raised in a way that was making James want to grab that stupid flashlight from him and break it into a bunch 
of little pieces. 

"No," James said. 

"Yes," Lars and Cliff said. They were loud enough to cover up James’ protest. 

"Well, now I'm going to tell you the story of an old Pagan ritual called the Midnight Game." 

At the words ‘Pagan ritual James felt his stomach go cold. Sure, he didn't believe in ghosts or anything stupid 
like that, but he wasn't into this kind of stuff. "C'mon, Kirk.do we have to talk about that?" James asked shyly. 


His cheeks burned with embarrassment. 


"Aww, poor Jamie. Are you afraid of Kirk's scary story? Do | need to keep you safe?" Lars was giving his most 


patronizing baby voice. He wrapped his arm around James' shoulder and pulled him as close as he would go. 


Even after a hard elbow to the ribs, Lars wouldn't let go. "I don't need you to keep me safe. | just don't want 
to hear the stupid story," James mumbled. He gave Lars his most terrifying look, but it didn't change his tight 


hold on James. 


After a few quiet snickers and more death looks from James, he gave in "Just tell your dumb midnight 


whatever, okay? Just get it over with." 


Feeling much safer with Lars so close (though he'd never admit it), James settled down for Kirk's next weird 


scary story, tugging the blanket tighter around his shoulder and preparing for what was to come. 


"So, as | said, the Midnight Game is based on an old Pagan ritual used to punish people for disobeying God. 
When you do the ritual, you summon an.entity, | guess, called the Midnight Man." 


"What's the Midnight Man?" Lars asked. 

Kirk gave a small frown of irritation. "Well if you didn’t interrupt me, you'd know | was getting to that," he said 
scoldingly. Lars rolled his eyes, but stayed quiet. "So anyway, you'll summon the Midnight Man. When you 
summon him, it must be completely dark in your house, and he'll only come exactly at midnight. When you play 
the game, your goal is to avoid him until 3:33. If you fail, he'll rip out all of your organs and show you 
hallucinations of your worst nightmares." 


"Alright, Kirk. So | guess that's kind of intense, but it's not exactly scary," Cliff said. 


The slightly sinister smile that Kirk returned gave James, and even Lars the creeps. "No, the scariest part 


about this is that its all real. You really can summon the Midnight Man. And | have all the materials to do it" 
"Kirk, no. l'm not into all that weird, creepy ritual shit. We're not doing that," James protested. 
"James, come on. Don't be a downer. | have big containers of salt to keep us safe and everything," Kirk said. 


If you three wanna get your organs ripped out, wait until some night that I'm not here. I'm not into this whole 


idea" 

Lars rolled his eyes. "Well if we can't do that, what else can we do? I'm bored again" 

The sound of Cliff's voice startled the other three, as he'd been so quietly and contentedly smoking his joint 
the entire time. "Just play hide and seek or some shit. It'll be just like your stupid game," Cliff said, a sarcastic 
snicker following close behind the comment. 


"Good idea, Cliff. But you're it first!" Lars said, running off to hide. 


"What? | didn't say | was playing," Cliff replied. 


"Doesn't matter! You're it!" Lars called from some room down the hallway. 


"lm it," he mumbled under his breath. "You two better get going. You have ten seconds," the bassist continued, 


covering his face. He began counting. 


"One," came Cliff's voice. Kirk didn't know he loved this idea until he was frantically searching for the perfect 
spot. He first peeked around the living room and decided there wasn't anywhere good to hide. It was time to 
try bedrooms. 


"Two." James didn't like this at all. He hated the dark and he hated hide and seek, because he was so easily 
startled. To avoid being it, he knew he needed a great hiding spot. Because Cliff was already in the living room, 
he knew he couldn't get into any spots quietly there. He ran down the hallway, as quietly as possible. 


"Three." Lars giggled in delight at his clever spot. Who would possibly think to look in the bathtub? Besides, it 


was too dark to see him in there. Hopefully the other two wouldn't get the same idea. 


"Four." Kirk heard a pair of frantic footsteps coming down the hallway and towards him, knowing it was James. 
He listened for a split second to which direction they were going, then remembered the task at hand. He ducked 
into his and Cliff's shared room. 


"Five." Time was dwindling and James wasn't sure where to go. His room wasn't going to have anywhere good, 
because he didn't think he had enough time to fit under a bed, and the closet made too much noise. Bathroom 


it was. 


"Six." Lars was ready for the game to start, but James and Kirk's loud steps could still be heard outside. Until 


one pair of footsteps was too close. Someone had slipped behind the bathroom door. So much for secrecy. 


"Seven" Kirk got under Cliff's bed just in time. Being small had lots of advantages. Although, being under the 
bed only caused him to have one thought: why did it reek under there? 


"Eight." James had scored a good spot behind the bathroom door, which was a pretty solid hiding spot, 
especially in the dark. There was no way he could be found first. 


"Nine" Lars was desperately curious to know which one of his bandmates had decided to hide behind the 
bathroom door. However, he knew that one second of talking would be enough to get him found. He'd learn soon 


enough who it was. 


"Ten" Cliff stood from his spot on the living room floor. Well, it was time to see how good they really were at 


hiding. "Ready or not, here | come." 


The house was pitch black and Cliff cursed himself silently for forgetting to ask for one of Kirk's flashlights. 
Hands in front of him as a buffer from anything he might run into, Cliff made his way down the hallway, 


where he'd heard all three of his bandmates run. 


In the bathroom, Lars hunkered down deeper in the tub. He heard Cliffs footsteps nearing, and he absolutely 
didn't want to be it next. Being found first would hurt his pride too much. James tried in vain to get further 
behind the door, only succeeding in making a small creaking noise. Damn that stupid squeaky door. 

Cliff heard a creak from the bathroom, a fairly telltale sign that someone must be in there. Upon walking in, 
he peeked behind the door and found a tall, lanky figure that could be no one other than James. "Found you," he 
whispered. 


"Fuck. | really don't wanna be it," James said quietly. 


Cliff pondered James’ statement for a moment before his sympathetic side won. "Well, | won't say anything if 
you don't," the bassist said, smiling slightly as he saw James do the same in the darkness. 


"Thanks, Cliff" James said softly. Cliff started to leave the room, house completely silent. 


Until the silence was gone. "Cheating!" screamed a thickly accented voice from somewhere in the room. With a 


terrified gasp and screech, James jumped out from behind the door and jumped onto Cliff. 

And that was when the power came back on. 

The sight that Lars saw when the lights came back on was one that he didn't think he'd forget soon: James 
was wrapped around Cliff, arms around him and face buried in his neck. He couldn't help the laugh that escaped 


him. "James? Was that you screaming?" 


James tore his face away from Cliff and jumped back. feigning nonchalance, he shrugged and said, "Screaming? 


Are you sure you heard a scream? | think you're losing it." 


Kirk emerged from the bedroom with a look of concern just then. "James, is everything okay? | heard you 


scream." 


James could feel his cheeks burning and he knew that his face was too red to hide it. "Yeah, it was me," he 


mumbled. 
"| didn't think I'd ever see you get scared," Kirk said. A smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. 


"Yeah, well, you fuckers caught me. I'm kinda scared of the dark" The blonde turned his face to the floor, 


dreading the reaction from his bandmates. 


"Aww, Jamie, it's okay. Everyone's scared of something." Lars was looking up at James, standing on his tiptoes 
just to ruffle his blonde mane. 


"Yeah, it's okay. We understand," Kirk said. He patted James’ shoulder. "Anyway, the power's back on now, so it's 


all good." 
"Well, | guess. But it was kinda fun, actually. I'm a little sad the power's back," James said. 


"You guys wanna keep playing?" Cliff suggested. His voice sounded nonchalant, but there was a hint of 
excitement buried deep down. 


A grin was forming on Lars’ face. "I'll get the lights." 


James started running as soon as he was gone. As the house turned pitch black again, Kirk and Cliff heard his 


voice from an unknown spot. "Cliffs it again!" he called 
"Sorry, man, James called it," Kirk said. He ran off, too. Cliff was left standing alone in the hallway. 


"Fuckers," he mumbled. He began counting to ten. 


